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coming from ? If we were to be attacked in rear as
well as in front it really seemed hopeless to go on.
Helped by the Shamal, the north-west wind, the
tidal flooding of the big creek at camp 11,000 had,
as we expected., grown with the waxing moon, and
the causeway which the Irrigation Officer disliked
so much had for some days formed our only con-
nection with the supply depot. But now the wind
had changed to the south-east and we found that
our new enemy was a sheet of high tide-water which
had been blown right across the desert from the
Khor Abdullah through the unfinished railway
embankment behind us. It was true that it was not
more than one or two inches deep, and would
normally dry in a very short time. But when it
came up against our precious lines of sand-bags it
would naturally pile itself up, and there was grave
risk of the spongy ground which had been slowly
drying for the last three weeks becoming a morass
once more.
Pollard and I leapt on to our motor-cycles and
dashed off to the old Euphrates bed. The film of
water had already reached the causeway, the south-
east wind was blowing strongly, and it was clear that
the only way to make an outlet for the new water
was to breach our own line of sand-bags. We tore
across the causeway to the Shaiba end, and with the
help of four belated men from the Zobeir gang,
who were not at all anxious to come with us, we
succeeded in making twenty or thirty gaps in the
causeway by pulling up the sand-bags which we had
just laid with so much labour. Pollard was duly
cursed for this by the Irrigation Officer, but by the
following morning the casual water had all been
blown right away except along a length of about a

